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in those dreams, and she avoided speaking of the
dead man. He asked her if she had not spent a
tiring morning, and why she had gone to the
cemetery, a useless proceeding.

Incapable of explaining to him the depths of her
soul, submissive to rites and propitiatory ceremonies
and incantations, she shook her head as if to say.
"Had to"

While those lunching at the adjoining tables
were finishing their meal, they talked for a long
time, both in subdued tones, while waiting to be
served.

Robert had promised himself, had sworn indeed
never to reproach Felicie for having had Chevalier
for her lover, or even to ask her a single question in
this connection. And yet, moved by some obscure
resentment, by an ebullition of ill-temper or natural
curiosity, and also because he loved her too deeply
to control himself, he said to her, with bitterness in
his voice;

"You were on intimate terms with him,
foimerly."

She was silent, and did not deny the fact. Not
that she felt that it was henceforth useless to lie.
On the contrary, she was in the habit of denying the
obvious truth, and she had, of course, too much
knowledge of men to be ignorant of the fact thats
when in love, there is no lie, however clumsy^ which